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    This book is offered in gratitude—to the bodies that carried us through uncertainty, to the loves that asked us to stay present rather than permanent, and to the quiet moments that taught us how to listen. It is for those who learned to keep going without certainty, who found meaning in stillness, and who trusted that even fragile promises could hold lasting light. May these pages feel like a hand held gently in the dark, and a reminder that nothing tender is ever truly lost.

      

    



  	
        
            
            We loved long enough for the night to remember us.
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Moonlit Promises

Under the quiet moon, some promises never fade

A Poetry Collection

PART I — The Body

1. The Body Is a Map I Didn't Choose

Here is the scar from when I was eleven,

a bicycle crash that left my knee speaking

in purple-pink dialects. My mother kissed it.

I didn't know then that bodies were landscapes

we inherit without instruction.

At seventeen, my back began its revolt—

vertebrae stacking like a question mark,

each morning a negotiation with gravity.

The mirror showed me someone I recognized

but couldn't claim it as wholly mine.

Now there are latitudes I never planned:

the ridge where medication pools beneath skin,

coordinates of blood draws on inner arms,

the meridian of surgery bisecting my abdomen

like an equator dividing hemispheres of before and after.

I trace these routes with fingertips,

learning the cartography of survival.

Each mark, a landmark. Each pain point, a capital.

This body—uncharted, unrequested,

and somehow still home.
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2. Diagnosis in a Language I Never Learned

The doctor's mouth moves, syllables

dropping like stones into still water.

Latin-rooted, Greek-descended words

for what lives beneath my ribs.

I nod as if fluently.

Later, I Google-translate my body,

type medical terms into search bars,

wade through forums where strangers speak

this tongue with terrible fluency.

We are a nation of the name.

My family asks what it means.

I parrot back the vocabulary:

chronic, autoimmune, progressive.

But the real language has no grammar—

only the syntax of exhaustion.

In dreams, I am illiterate again,

standing before a blackboard of symptoms,

unable to conjugate my pain

into something that might be cured

or at least understood.
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3. The Waiting Room Has No Windows
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Fluorescent lights hum their electric psalm

over vinyl chairs arranged in expectation.

We sit, a congregation of the unwell,

each clutching insurance cards like prayer beads,

waiting to be called by name.

Time moves differently here—suspended

between the tick of the wall clock

and the shuffle of magazines two years old.

We read about gardens and getaways,

places bodies like ours can't easily go.

A child kicks his feet, sneakers lighting up red.

His mother texts, thumb scrolling endlessly.

An old man coughs into his fist,

and we all hold our breath,

as if wellness were contagious too.

When they call my name, I stand,

leaving behind a warm seat,

the impression of my waiting.

Tomorrow someone else will sit there,

staring at the same blank walls, learning patience.
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4. Pain Invents Its Own Clock
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Three a.m. is when it wakes me,

a throb that has no use for sunrise.

Minutes stretch into taffy, hours collapse.

The night sky doesn't rotate on schedule

when your body is the only weather.

Morning comes in waves, not light.

First: the inventory. What hurts? How much?

Second: the calculation. What can I do today?

Third: the bargain. What do I sacrifice to move?

By noon I've lived a week.

Afternoons are foreign countries

where healthy people dwell in hours

unmarked by medication alarms,

their timelines smooth as highways,

not riddled with the potholes of flare-ups.

Night again. Pain keeps different hours,

a shift worker who never clocks out.

I've learned to read its rhythms,

the way sailors learn the stars,

navigating darkness by what hurts.
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